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They weren't usually the duo that would break lamps and turn over tables in hotel rooms. But sometimes, 
they were. This was one of those times as they tripped over a chair and went careening awkwardly onto the 
floor, the bassist landing atop the vocalist and dragging his teeth along the already bruised lower lip. They 
would have bruises from the scuffle, but none of them much cared. They could hid them easily enough with 
makeup and clothing, and its not like Juliet was here to keep and eye on Andy. Now, Ashley didn't particularly 
dislike the leading lady of Automatic Love Letter, she just hated that when she was around, she got the 
attention. So this was the way it was and he was fine with it as he growled a bit, looking down at Andy. 


It wasn't often that he saw that submissive sparkle in their aggressive frontman's eyes, but when it was 
there, it just made the corner of his lips curls up as he stood up, pulling the lanky singer by the front of the 
open derim vest he wore, strong arms pushing him down on the bed as he undid the zebra-printed bandana 
that was tied fast around his own wrist, a very strong hand with fingers calloused from bass playing grabbing 
on to the more narrow wrist of the singer and pushing it against the bed frame. It was an old hotel. They still 


had beds that had posts that he could use to tie someone up. And he loved that. Saved the effort of under 
the bed ties. 


"Ash..." 


"Shut up," he purred against the ear of the vocalist as one hand was restrained. He could keep the vest on 
while they fucked. It wasn't like it was enough material to bother with, anyway. Fuck that. No reason to be 


overly concerned with it. "Or I'll gag you." 


He watched those blue eyes widen, that deep voice coming out again, and a deviant gleam taking over the 


submissive gaze. 
"You would n-guh." 


Ashley wasn't one to put up with that. If someone told him he couldn't, or wouldn't, well, that just meant he 
was far more likely to. Thank God he'd worn like four bandanas today and didn't have to go rooting for them in 
his luggage. This time it was black, with the traditional paisley print to it, twisted firmly and pushed into those 
parted teeth, silencing the gravely tone to nothing but moans. Another bandana The other wrist was out of 
commission shortly after and he sat back, taking a deep breath and pushing his hair away from his face as he 
surveyed his handiwork. He was good at tying someone up. Even someore taller than him, though he was 
obviously stronger than Andy. Hell, the vocalist was a twig. A moment was taken in his proclaimed victory 
before lips found that supple neck, kissing the feather tattoo that rest on the curve of his neck, making the 
younger man let out a delicious, albeit muffled by the fabric, moan. Then he realized: eyes were on him. And 
he still had one bandana left. A kiss was placed on his temple though his hands were undoing a knot that held 
the bandana fast to a belt loop. There was a reason he wore so many of them, and he remembered it when he 


noticed how handy they were to have around. 


He heard the quieted protests. Sure, being blindfolded was something Ashley did more for his own kink than for 
Andy's but hey, he was leading the show (for once) and things were gonna go by his rule. Besides, he knew 
that secretly, the singer was into being forced into stuff he may not have been crazy about. Sensory 


deprivation was one of those things. 


Those same calloused hands pushed the derim aside just a bit, kissing down that exposed skin, kissing the 
scrawled lyrics tattooed to his chest, hands moving down to undo the ties of lace-up leather pants. He was 
thankful for those. It made everything so much easier.. and gave him more reason to steal glances at Andy's 
ass. He didn't have much of one, but, well, he was still much better off than CC was. The drummer's ass was 
basically concave. At least Andy had those beautiful hip bones that he was currently running his thumbs along, 
making the male squirm under him. He loved that. Loved making him writhe, knowing what buttons to push and 
how, feeling those hips lift up and seeing that bulge come lose from where it was carefully tucked to avoid the 
dreaded ‘hairmetal cock,' as they had lovingly nicknamed it. He couldn't hide it forever. Ashley knew exactly how 
to make it so that he couldn't. And with every whimper he could help but feel his own erection pushing at his 
skinny jeans. He wanted to undo them but, in due time. (Though, given Andy's restrained state, it wasn't like he 
could really tell whether or not his cock was out. But it was the principle of the thing.) A hand released the 


vocalists hip for a moment as he palmed his cock through his pants, tossing his hair away from his head. 
Then both hands refocused on pulling away the leather pants and the Batman underwear. Well, at least it was 
easy to shop for the lank male when it came to holidays. In fact, he was pretty sure this particular pair had 
been a gift for him a year ago. The thought made him smile a bit. 


An audible pop came from his back as he leaned forward a bit, lips finding the lower, flat stomach just below 
the belly button as he peeled away and off cast the pants. There. Now Andy was naked enough that the party 
could really start. The leather landed on the floor with a thud and though he likely knew the vocalist's body as 
well as he knew his own, well, it was fun to get reacquainted sometimes. This was one of those times as he 


trailed his tongue along a visible hip bone, nipping it and eliciting a gasp. Maybe he should un-gag Andy.. 


~ but then he would just want to complain. He did like Andy. A lot. But sometimes, wow, he really didn't know 
how to shut his mouth. 


What caused the muffled moans to really start, though, was the tongue that began to toy with the head of 
the hardening cock. He wasn't quite fully hard, but then again, if he got hard that easy.. it really wouldn't be as 
much fun to get him riled up. Eyes glanced up to see the ever so slightly askew teeth biting down on the 
fabric, the hips trying to lift up, though two palms held them down. Not yet. Ashley was in control, and like hell 
would he relinquish that so easily. That was one of their things: Andy liked control. Ashley liked to take control. 
At least, in the bedroom. It wasn't fun for Ashley if he wasn't holding the cards. And he was right now, one 
hand starting to stroke the hardening shaft of the younger male, seeing his chest rising and falling more 
rapidly, hearing his breathing getting slightly more haggard than it had been before, the sound of the bedposts 
groaning also reaching his ears. He was pulling like hell at those bandanas, wasn't he? Ashley smirked visibly at 


the idea He was entirely too amused by all of this. But equally turned on 


"You're so hard already," came that voice as he kissed at the head of the cock he held with one hand. He 
released the hips and that other hand came up to undo his own pants. They were to a point now that it was 
straight up uncomfortable. Once he was freed from the denim prison, he rummaged through the bedside table 
of the hotel room and pulled out the lube he'd put there. He was prepared, damn it. He was notorious 
womanizer, why wouldn't he have lube in the beside table sitting right atop the Holy Bible? Sometimes he felt 
guilty about it. But usually? Nah. Who had time to feel guilty about silly shit? Not Ashley Purdy. 


Fingers were slicked up with the liquid that smelled faintly of pina colada (hey, it was flavored!) and with little 
warning, one pushed inside of the vocalist. He heard the gasp, and felt him squirming, but shushed him gently. 
It had been a while. A good few months, so some prep was mandatory. He didn't want to hurt Andy. Well, not 


right now. They were bruised and roughed up already, so he was fairly sure the daily damage was done. 


Two fingers. Hips lifted, and legs spread a bit. Now the other was starting to get back into their rhythm, even 
though he couldn't reach his hands down to push Ashley's lips onto his cock. He kinda liked that. But he would 
be nice and do it anyway. Two fingers moving slowly in and out were accompanied as drops of the flavored 
lubricant dripped onto the head of Andy's cock. And that was why he bought the flavored stuff, he reminded 
himself, licking a bit off the tip before his hand that wasn't knuckle-deep (hal) inside of the younger man 
rubbed the slick substance down the shaft. And finally, he took the head of Andy's cock in his mouth and 


heard the muffled gasp and groan, and smirked around the intrusion in his lips. 


Yes, Ashley was a bit of a manwhore. Yes, Ashley had encountered cocks larger than Andy's. But Andy had a 
nice, proportionate penis that he was just really good at hiding in skinny jeans. Really good at hiding. He still 


wasn't sure where the hell he kept it when wearing those pants. 


There was a ‘mmf; from above, a sound he was pretty sure translated to ‘fuck,’ but he wasn't undoing the 
gag to find out. His hands were busy. One was stroking himself, and the other was moving in and out of the 
singer's tight little entrance. He'd feel so good when they finally got to the fucking part. Which his own cock, 
being rubbed quick by his hand, was totally ready for. 


Were he a more patient man, he'd let his lips do more work. But he wasn't in the mood to suck Andy off. 
Sometimes the mood struck him. They'd narrowly avoided getting caught in a bathroom before. When the mood 
hit, the mood hit. They'd been ‘almost caught a lot. Ashley thought it added to the fun, though Andy usually 
argued the point. 


The wrapper of a condom was removed-yeah, they used ‘em. It was just a precaution. Andy wouldn't let him 
get away with not using one, even though they were both clean and there was no risk of pregnancy. Maybe he 
just didn't want Ashley to cum inside, he didn't know. But it was just something they did and he went with that, 
rolling the condom over his hard cock No, he didn't bother to take his pants all the way off, he usually didn't, 
unless he was bottoming. And he usually bottomed from the top. 


Some lubricant was applied to the latex of the condom as he leaned over Andy, having removed his lips from 
his dick only to lightly kiss him through the gag. He could deal. If Ashley could on occasion swallow his ejaculate, 
he could damn well kiss him when he had been south of the border. Not that it was a proper kiss, with a gag 
in his mouth. But still. 


Hands found hips again, shifting his narrow body slightly. If a woman was this skinny, he was pretty sure he'd 
be able to see his cock moving inside of her. Which was hot. But given that, despite those that would protest, 
Andy Biersack was a man and did not possess a vagina. So the tight hole that Ashley's cock was pushing 
against was, in fact, his ass. Fine by him. It usually felt tighter. 


"I bet you'll feel great," he stated, teasing that ring of muscle with his condom-clad erection He hated 
condoms. "It's been fucking months. You're probably tight as you were the first time." The first time still made 
him smile. They were clumsy and awkward. Well, Andy was. Ashley had experience and grace, and he was 
instructing this overgrown barely-nineteen year old in the method of sex with another man. It was cute. And 
he saw the blush creep over Andy's face at the memory, and felt him pulling against with a muffled groan. He 
felt the hips pushing down, and who was he to deny? 


Leaning forward, he moved his own hips with a gentle motion, a hand reaching up to seize the shoulder of the 
younger male for stabilization. And he leaned his head forward, his dark hair trailing over his tanned shoulder 
as he let out a groan. He was tight. Not virgin tight, but tight enough that it felt damn good around his cock, 


even with the condom, and he let out a low groan. Nails bit into flesh as he started to move; one hand on bony 


shoulder, one hand on bony hip. Usually, skinny wasn't Ashley's type. But there was something about Andy that 


made it work. 


Then the vocalist moved. He tilted his hips just enough that Ashley was able to hit a spot internally that made 
those muscles clench up around him, causing them both to let out a very audible groan. He was almost 
tempted to undo the blind fold, or maybe the gag. But no. He left both in place because it was a sign of his 
dominance. His eyes watched fists clenching and loosening, seeing how badly he knew Andy wanted to touch him. 


But he didn't. He wouldn't. 


As he slid in and out of the younger man, he let out his own rhythmic groan. Ashley wasn't a big sex talker 
most of the time. Especially when his partner was muted, what was the point? There was no play. Dirty talk 
had it's place, but they'd gotten most of that energy and build up taken care of. 


"God," he managed out, back arching forward as his lips moved to bite the flesh where the feather was 
permanently inked. Good thing it was healed up. He'd probably fuck it up otherwise. "So tight. Andy, fuck" was 
about the farthest he god, resting his forehead against that shoulder he'd been gripping, his hand on the back 
of Andy's head as he twisted into the longer hair. He missed the lion's mane from time to time.. but. It was 
the singer's hair, and it wasn't like they were dating, he didn’t have much of a say. 


The whimper through the gag was muted as time and time again, the head of Ashley's cock hit that spot 
Words were gone at this point. There was growling, and gasping, noise of skin on skin He knew there would be 
claw marks on his shoulder and neck Andy would just have to dress to hide it. Each thrust sent fire up his 
spine and he wasn't going to hide that. They'd be found out one day, but he didn’t give a shit right now. It was 
too good. 


He saw the adam's apple move as Andy took a hard swallow. He felt it, slightly, given how close he was to the 
younger's throat. His own breathing and swallows were labored as he pushed in to and out of that tight 
entrance that was only getting tighter. Closer. His body was on fire, and he swore his nails were drawing blood. 


It wasn't soon after that he pushed hard into Andy and caused him to cum-which he was proud of, when 
they'd started this, Andy couldn't come from just penetration-and soon after the tip of the condom was filled 
with his own release, cast into the nearby trashcan as he started to undo the binds. First the blindfold, then 


one and then the other wrist restraint. 


"So that was--" he was going to say hot but he was silenced by lips hard against his own, pushing against him, 
tongue and teeth clashing as he felt reddened fingers twisting into his black hair, Andy not letting him go. 


"Fuck you, Ashley," came that breathless tone, though he watched muscles pull his lips into a smile. That 
trademark smile that was all Andy. 


"Nah. | just did that to you." 


